Edward Thomas

who can find all the beauty and mystery of
colour In the curling white and gold and purple
fronds of a pile of swedes.

Any of these poems might be quoted ; I
will take as an example one of the least
conspicuous, a poem less musical than many
of them and only indirectly revealing his
temperament, one that illustrates scarcely
any of his qualities save the closeness of his
observation and the use he made of the
ordinary. It is *The Path :

Running along a bank, a parapet

7hat saves from the precipitous wood below

The level road, there is a path.    It serves

Children for looking down the long smooth steep.

Between the legs of beech and yew, to where

A fallen tree checks the sight;  while men and

women
Content themselves with the road and what they

see,

Over the hanky and what the children tell.
The path, winding like silver, trickles on,
Bordered and even invaded by thinnest MOSS
That tries to cover roots and crumbling chalk
With goldy olive and emerald, but in vain.
"The children wear it.    They have flattened the

bank

On top, and silvered it between the moss
With the current of their feet, year after year.
But the road is houseless, and leads not to school^
To seg a child is rare there, and the eye
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